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FRIENDSHIP.

(LINES IN AN ALDUM.)

Friendahip 3 mellifluous to our ear
The ut'rance of this word,

And oft hoave fallen sperel tears
When its sweet sound we've heard.

Friendship; when kindred spirits meet
Springs up this sacred Qower,—

Its leaves put forth—its roots deep seut
And blooms within an hour.

Friendship; foes often elaim this home,
Butah! how great their erime j
Bince, for alone, some paltry gain,
They fi'ch affection’s shrime.

Friendsbip ; it ia 2 treasure rare,
Out-weighing India’s geld;

Earth's grms will not with it compare—
Its worth can ne’er be told!

Friendship ; Mary may it be thiue
To adorate life's way
May it, liks poarls, around you shine
Where «’er on earth you s'ay.
Alchison, K. T. GONDOLINE.

From the Philade/phin Satarday Goarler.

BY CHARLES H, GRAN
All wan void :
A wide illimitable mpace alone—
A dark unfathomable gloom around,—
Wasall that was, save where in farthiest depths
Of Past, th' Eternal dwelt, who ue’er began,
And who no end shall know,

And Time wanr not
No measu:’d hours, nor days, nor years roli’d

onj

But voundless, and vast, gloomy apace wus
thers.

Eternity? What finite mind ean grasp

Ity seope of eniless, limitless extent ?

*I'is far beyond the reach of man’s weak ken.

To know it was and Is, enough to know,—

Beyond, the sonl in lost in darkest night;

Imagination e’en can scarce invent

Or fathom but its sraallest point of space §

And yet pervading all its vast expanss

Th' Eternal reigned ere time had e’en & name.

Enthron’d in self-existent mind he sat,

The One, the great “[ am 3" the God of all

With pow’r that grasp’d with one conceutred
thought .

The endless realma of future and of past 3

A mighty plan he fram’d immense and grand

No sooner form*d, than around him throng'd a
band
{ angels bright who waited hia behest ;

And married hosts stood round his radient
throne.

With ranks on ranks unnumbes’d, thro* the void

They sped and silent seated at his feet

Look’d for the wondrous work that he resolv’d.

He wilitd,  And atraigt uprose in middle air,

A dark and shapeless mass, and Indistinet,—

Thence chinos sprerd indim confusion round.

Then at the sight loud acclamations rang

Around the throne, and joyful songs arose :

Bt at hia deep silencs hush’d the throng;

And aw'd and brethlesa was the mighty host,

Wgtln brooding o’er the mass, th? Eternal’s

oW
Was mov'd with thonghts of import vast and
All uel;g—kﬂowin;-—eonunln ank’d ha none,

i‘tﬂn h'lilpi‘;t And lht;’o' the ambient alr

n endless gire rred & thousand worlds

An mov™d by his ai &:w’rful mind and a:‘m,
With regular codrse they took their way around

Now th? Eternal ope’d his lipa and spok
o ktm be llg!l’,” said, u?d thtpl.h:r:

was.
No sooner went the mandate forth, than barst
Turo” all the reaims of :!'«:v one general blaze.
Qne central light he made, and all the rest
Revolving round, were seen.

The work was done;
And then the ange] choirs sweet anthems sung.
Till loud and long resounded heavn’s broad arch;
And full and free they shonted, nor were hush’d;
For now th* Bternal saw. and said bis work

Was pood,” and grateful to his ear arose
The incense of thair praise, as, seated hizh
Above the reat, on svery band he view?d
Bright worlds on worlds arise,and enward roll,
in it proper sphere.

Then bigh he wav’d
Hishand, snd at his word the angel hasts
Attentive watch’d to cateh his last command.
heard ;—and quist obadient st-riad forth,,
on hin diif’rent errand sent j once a void,
ow worlds, and systeams too, on systems roge.
And as they flew, and sirétch’d their pisions

The music of tne spheres and their glod shout
In one harmonioun strain load echoed far,
mighty work was done, and all was good.”

An advenisement in a Philadelphia pa-
Per reads as tollaws:
Stolen, a watch worte & hundred dollars.
Il the whiel will rewsn it, he shall be in-
gratis, where he may steal one
Worth two of i, and no questions asked.”

B&™ Specking without thinking, is

geut to one.

NELLY
The Rag Gatherer.

—

. BY MRS, €. H. BUTLER,

Near where Canal street now extends
its range of warehouses, and commodious
dwellings—where, over the broad flag-
gings, youth and beawwy trip so fleetly,
und the din of omnibus, cart and cab, is
unceasing—there Stood, about the year
1806, & low, dark, dismal stope building,
which bad more the air of a prison than
any less equivocal residence. Upon the
ground floor there were but two windows,
and they were boarded over, excepting one
row of cracked and dirty panes at the top.
The windews on the second floor were al-
ways tightly closed by heavy wooden shut-
ers; once black, but now discolored by
‘time and rain lo & hue even more dizmal.
The hui:é stood a few rods back from the
. sghe-es 40 vty SPrEVENT BNY Ohe
from looking into the yard, which was
one mass of tangled weedsand flthy rub-
bish, where at every step the miry soil
yieldeth beneath the foot, or after a rain
becomes as a loathsome, stagnant pool.

This part of New York was called the
*Collect,” It was then almost a swamp,
and so remained for many years. *Of
course, it was deemed uunbeaithy—the
hot-bed of feversand agues; and for that
reason, probably, while both above and
below and on each side, the hnnd of im-
provement and wealth was rapidly extend-
ing streets rnd ereeting noble buildings,
this, the *Collect,” remained almost an iso-
lated spot—the rendeavous of thieves and
assdssins—and rendered also even more
famous by many idle tales of superstizion;
€0 that this building stood year after year
apparently untenanted, growing more nnd
more glodmy astime woreon. Bat it was
not so. Every day there might be seen
issuing from the narrow gafeway an old,
miseruble lookiog woman, in perfect kegp-
ing with the abode. FHer dress, althongh
clean, wasof the coarsest and most scanty
materials eked out with shreds and patch-
es of every shape and hue. An.old tat-
tered shawl was thrown over her bosum.
her arms were nearly bare, she wore no
stockings, and her siip-shod, ragged shoes
were fustened around her ankles by twine
or bits of rags. A straw bounnet of most
unseemly shape and color, was pinched
down over her face and tied under the chin
by an old dingy white handkerchief.—
Over her shoulders she always hore a grea-
sy brown bag, ond in her hand one of
those long wooden poles with an iron hook
attached to either end, denotivg her occu-
pation as Rag-gatherer.

Lorlg used to stooping amid the dirt apd
rubbish, g forin bad become bent nearly

|_|:_.|-J. :hq__q_n",.,ir =

onnecticat, ¢ 015 goods

5 hule rag and, reiuse. from

Leflips=1 drains near the residence

of the more wealthy citizens. So misera-

ble was her uppearance that frequently

some charitable person, touched by her

decrepitude and poverty, would drep a1

her feet a few peanies, and eveh slver

coin, which Nelly, as she was called by

the shop boys and servaants, would greedily

pick up, mumbling as she did so a few al-
most unintelligible worda of thanks.

Only a few hours of eash day did Nel-
ly denoteto her strolls ; she would then
return to that wreiched, dreary dwelling,
and inspectand arrange her flthy store.
The rags she would wash and hang over
the tall rank weeds, meet to bear such
fruit ; and if, perchanre, aoything of more
value had fallen to her luck, as was often
the rase, it ‘was carefully hoarded away.
Noone was ever admitted withio those
walls; yet sometimes a begger would
waylay even this poor wrelch as she en-
tered ber gate, ner were they refused aid;
if bot a penny or a crust, the Rag-gather-
er would bestow her.mits.

Had she lived in the days of Salem
witcheraft, Nelly would assuredly have
been bung for a witch, nor did she even
now escape suspicton of belonging to that
worthy sisterhood.  As no light, however
dim, was ever seen gleaming from its walls
it was averred by certain koowingones
that the mights of poor Nelly were passed
in the society of the * Old Scratch ;"
and more than one person testified that
she had been seen sitting upon the top
of the fence in the shape of a large black
cat, glaring so frightfully that the whole
marsh became illuminated by her fiery
eye-balls, Others said the *Old Scratwch,’
with proper politeness occasionally retarned
these visits tncog., and might be heard in
dark stormy nights, when the wind howled
and the thuader rolled, growling around
the gate. That she had made league
with this same respeciable gentleman,
there was nodoubt ; her rags assaredly
transmuted to gold and silver, for the chink
of the hard dollars and guineas was =said
to be heard as plainly as the ten-pin
balls of a neighboring alley. Sportsmen
affinned that frequsntly, when they had
come snipe-shooting in the vicinity of the
Rag-gatherer's house, the snipes had acted
as il they were bewitched—paying no re-
gerd whatever to their shot, but merely
turping tail, with & bit me if-you-can air,
flew lazily over the old fence,

As guilt is elways more or less super-
stitious, these very reporis rendered the
Rag-gatherer propably more secure in her
castle ; for even if she had the luck of
chapging rags o gold, the thiel preferred
knocking a gentleman gerteelly vpon the
hesd in Breadway or the Bowery, *to ven-
turing into the den of one so near to the
devil ; for although performing his busi-
ness in the most faithful manner, he seemed
to have strong repugnance to facing his
employer.

It 'was & chilly day in Autwon that, as
Nelly was returning (rom her daily toil,
her attention was attracted by & young
womar who seemed pearly fainting opon
the damp  groupd, her head reclining
aguinst a rough stake or post, while

vufter day she might Lnl

stores, wor | |

| her wearied spirit sauk to rest,

. ATCHISON, KANSAS TERRITORY,

tle girl, apparently about six years of age.
Nelly was not unfe ; the heart which
beat bepeath thatwreiched covering was
more alive to pity then many which throb
beneath a silken zone ; so she sidpped,
and in a kind veice demanded the cause
of the poor woman's distress. In tonea

she said, of want—her husband, afi
& long sickness. bad been buried only a
week before, leaving her friendless and
forlorn—and that, unable longer to pay
the rent ofia wretched cellar,the cruel land-
lord had thurst her lorth with her onjld into
the pitiless streets to die—for die she knew
she must, there was such a load upon her
heart, and were it not for her poor lile
chitd, she mdgthow s00n lt:l.ﬂ'j, !nl:d
atrest in" uiet ve ‘Ne
spoke words of eomfn;‘_:‘:o' nd - mewis
ne her 0.1 v boma’ upen e
nd then taking ttle attenoated hand
of the child’in hers, she led them to her
miserable abode. That shelter which the
rich man denied, the Rag-gatherer [reely
gave, and with it—kinidness !

In her work of benevolence it seemed
as il renewed strepgth and agilily were
| given her. She placed her on a simaw
| pallet—coarse, but cleanly; she chafed

her hands and poured her outa cup of
{ water, which she succeeded in getting
her to drink ; nor, in the meanwhile. had
she forgoutten to give into the hands of the
famishing child a generous slice of bread-
How tenderly she smoothed the pillow of
the poor young creature, and bathed her
throbbing temples! But all would not dp
—life was evidently ebbing fast away.
Remembering there was a physician not
| far off, she hastened with all speed 10 sum-
mon him, - There was apparently a strug-
gle with this diseiple of Gulen at crossing
the threshhold of one so miserable, for on
tiptoeing careful steps he entered—just
glanced toward the bed—pronounced the
patient ‘well encugh,’ and would have re-
trented, but the long fingers of Nelly
seized his arm with the grip of a tigress
—-her black eyes flashing both  with un-
ger and contempt, as she said—

_*Stay! and fear not your services will
go nnpaid. Here is gold for you! Save
this poor woman, if 1n your power, for
the sake of that helpless babe,”

Although the eyes of :he doctorsudden-
Iy oppened wide atthe exigency of the
case, and although he felt her pulse, and
administered seme soothing stimulaat, it
needed more than the hand of man to
sirengthen anew the ‘silver cord.! Ere
morning she died, with her last breath
commending the orphan to the protection

of the old woman. *“As God reads my
‘heart, I promisz2 yvou vour child shall be as
| my peep. " whispered  Nelly, bendiag over

broken by griel and pain, her little stor
was told in a few words. She was dyin‘g ¢

f was a mystery : e new
to Violet, who . was ] - meal
while contentedly v ith Ber i bi and’i
perusing the very few ich thegld
woman hed inapoged 88 procure. Day
after day, as she ihi jer bag over her
shoulders 1o d>part Y would epjoin
Violet neverio béSEen st the win-
ws absve, and” on 10
‘the gate, no matler hol it was as-
sailed, and withoot & @ Violet had
strivtlv obeyed. Butonegdlay, apd a bright
sunoy one it was oo, When she could
hear the birds sibginggsand  the insects
chirping amid the grastWolet, perhaps
for 1he first time, pined 3§ be loose- from
that dismnl old buildiogs She tried to
away from

sew, but the needle 3 _
hephicedless. She o . her bodks.—

- ‘own hands had ar-
rargod & little garden, for her darling, but
the flowers looked sickly and bung their
heads, no more contented: with their posi-
tion than Violet. All at once she found |
herself clase tothe proscribed gate. Ah,
tnke care Violet ! But what harm could
there be in just unbolting it for a mo-
wmeni? What harm in just looking into
the street ¥ She knew there could be
none, and she timidly drew the bolt, The I
gate yielded to her touch, and, half efrail, |
she stood within the dingy portal. It hap- |
pened unfortupately just at that mumcm,!
a party of gay young men were passing. |
Suuck by her vncommen loveliness they

stoppéd aud gnzed rudely upon her. Vio-

let avempted to retreat, but oope of them ‘
with consumate audacity, seized her by |
the arnmn and addressed her with the most |
insolent language. In vain she strug- |
gled 1o free hersell. He swore he weuld |
have a kiss, and most probably would have |
suceeeded in his brave attempt, bhad not a |
smart blow across the eyes with a rattan, |
pearly blinded bim, and obliged him to

release the frightened girl.  His comrades

hud sie0d by laughing at the distress ol

Violet, and encouraging their companion

to persist, but there was tnpother specla-

tor of the scene ; a youth, apparently not

more than seventeen, who enraged at their

brutality, dealt the blow, and then guick-

ly drawing Violet within the gate, bolted

it. Now gra-:efully lifting his hat, he bid |
her be under no uneasiness, for he would |
pratect her fromall insult.’ In the mean. |
while, smarting with rage and pain, the |
pariy on the outside with furious knocks|
and gross lapzuage, demanded admittance

—and atone time it seemed as il the old |
ante mustinevitably yield to their violence; |
but, tired at length of their fruitless ef- |
forts;, they desisted, and with caths of re- |
venge, took their deparlure across the r'
“Collect.” The Llrave Ind would have

-

durn of 3t

T i S, ‘ an il
d Leep her be harm. All that one

like me can do, T will '™

The mather fixed her eyes upon the
good oreature, tried 1o speak her thavks,
and then #lasping her child lo her bosow,
The Rag-
gatlierer then prepared the body for its
final bed—IMvom her hoarded guins she
purchased a decent coffin, and then when
all was ready, she called in a clergyman
to perforin the last mournful rites. Inan
obscure corper of * Potters’ Field” the
young strauger was buried—onwp—
unkagwn ! .

As the hears&disappeared,, Nelly again
bolted her door, and taking the weeping
child upon her knee strove 10 comfort her.
She gazed long and tenderly upon the
sweet face of the [iule orphan; and it was
one which well repaid the scrutiny. She
was a gentle, timid child, with great deli-
cacy of form and feature. Light, golden
hair, waved in silken ringzlets over a brew
and neck of dezzling (sirness—eyes of
beautiful deep blue, seeming, from their
mouroful cast, o bespeak at once your
love and pity, and a rosy Tittle mouth. in-
viting the kiss it so sweetly returned. Her
mother had called her Violet, and Nelly
had asked no other name. And pow this
poor old creature, so long an object of con-
tempt, and even contumely by the crowd,
had found something upon which to lav-
ish her pent up affections—a being more
helpless than herself to cherish—she so
long friendless and onsightly to the eye,
received pow the artless caresses of this
pure, lovely child. Tke walls of her
dwelling, late so dismal and desolate, were
suddenly filled with1ife and music! From
the day she had sworn to protect the little
Violei, old Nelly seemed a changed be-
ing. Her tones were now low and gen-
tle, her footsteps noiseless, as if she feared
her happiness an illusion that the least
rudeness might dispel, or thai the Liule be-
ing she had learned soto love, was buta
visien which a breath might dissolve : and
old and decrepit as sue was, her goodness
made her lovely in the eyes of the child.
« As Violet grew older, the old woman
gradually withdrew from her habitual
rounds and devoted her time more o the
instruction of her young charge. She
saught her to read and spell correctly—
guided her tinle hand in learning her to
write, and was continually storing her
mind with lessons of truth and purity.—
Words of such beauty seemed strange, is-
suing from the mouth of one whose life
appeared lo have beens scene of cruel
toil and privation! She instructed her in
%l branches of needle work, even to the
finest embroidery—yes, those fingers, used
to plucking the rags and rubbish from un-
savory sewers, now threaded the variaga-
ted worsteds, and beagteous buds glowed
beneath her hand | f ;

Allow a few years to pass unnoted,and
Violet is again before us. She had now
reached her fourteenth year,and neither
thought nor wiahed for otber home than
the roof of the Rag-gatherer. - Those
four walla were the world to ber, and
there her da ssed in peace and bhap.

iness. -Ne,l'*a usually absent many

yin the da¥V, and rarely returned be-

- L ] =

Violet begged of him 1o be gone, while|
in ber own artless manner she thanked
him agaio for the services he had rendered
her.  Reluctantly, therefore he took his
leave— to Vialet, it was as if the sun had |
suddenly disappenred from the heavens!|

As soon ns Nelly came in she candidly |
related all that had occurred, o which the
former listened with mach agitation, ma-
king no reprgaches, but for wor= than an
hour remnined in deep thought, evidently
distressed nt such an unlooked for circum-
stance. Suddenly lifing her Lead she
exclaimed :

+ Vaelet, you musl leave me £

« What, leave you—do you bid me
lenve you? Ah, lorgive your disobedient
child. Never, never will | again offend
you!" cried Violet.

« 1 am not offended, for you have byt
committed au net for which! m§ own fool-
ish conduct must answer. I should have
known better than to bave caged you so
long, poor ehild, buy my motlives were
good. Now we must part—perhaps nev-
er to meetagain, for, when you leave these
wallz behind you, the poor Rag-gatherer
must po longer be remembered,”

* Violet burst into: tears, and sobbed as if
her heart would break.

vwSend me awny,and tell me I must
forzet yontwoo! Oh, I canooi—I[ cannot !

Even Nelly herself shed tears, but her
resolution was unshaken. :

» Listen to me, Viole,” said she, =1
know a lady who is not anly rich, but, what
is far better, has the credit of being char-
itable, Indeed, more than once have I
experienced her kindnees. To her I will
now go. 1 will relate your little history.
I will rell her that though butghe adopied
child of a poor, lone woman, like mysell,
yet you are good and amiable, and your
mind pure as fulling soow. I think she
will at once receive you under her rool,
and forthe rest I fenr pot. Yoo would
steal into her heart were it marble,”

« Buot [ shall never hear from you—nev-
er, never see you again? Oh, I had
much rather stay with you."”

+ You may see me ngain, and you may
not, bit on pein of my ‘vertain displeasure,
never, to a human being speak of or res
late your past life—you must forget it en-
tirely ! Remember this, and promise me
you will not again disobey my commands.”

Violet gave the regaired promise, and
the g!d woman continued. :

*¥ou have never been called by any
other name than Violet—you must now
bave one. A precicus snd a darling child
bave you been to my old heart, and in re-
membrance, yon Shall be called Viglet
Darling”

The pext morning Nelly came in bear-
ing a bupdle, which she banded to Vialet,
saying =

« Here, my love, are clothes more suila-
ble for you than the coarse garments you
have on. 1 have saen Mrs. Ballantyne.
the lady I spoke of, and, asel expected,
she is willing toYeceive you, not as a do-
mestic, but us a companion. OCune so0 new,

mwould according
sons of truth and virtue I bave endeavor-

heoting without taking aim. -

erouched shiveringly at ber feet was a lit-

(i

{ore pight. Where thoss were passed

o

twretched dwelling of the Jaiter, 1 the

to the world as you are, she thinks she can the windows
1o her own fancy, l.n-h.T
pot led, my dearchild, to forge: the les-|

ed to instil into your mind. This after.’
noan, st four o'clock, you 'g be sent for.” | elbow, disciosng the

AY, NOYEMEER 14, 185%

* Passing over "the grief of Violes; a:
finding herself sbout 1o be separated from
#he only friend she had on earth, we find
herat the hour appointed, waiting the
messenger of M. Ballahtyne. 5

As her eye caughithe figuge reflected
in the ofd cracked looking glass, it was no
Jvonder she started with syrprise. - A neat
white rambric, in the plgee of the faded,
coarse calico, she !md iously worn; a
blue searfl veiled her “bosom, and a liule
gipsy hat, tied under her dimpled chin
with blue ribbons, shaded her youthful,
miodest face. Thus sitired, poor Violet
fluérifly, wrembling, like a timid bird,
shrank froni offvred. [réedom, Ty

= was & gay and hand-

Wlhulnﬁ
pe'wWidow, = Hef fofiewh birthday had
. bt so lightly bad time

soiflea b énflod-ther) that o all ap-
pearance, she was as youihlol as atv five
and tweuty. Her complexjon, perhaps,
had suffered but the brightness of her fine
black eve wus undimmmed ; Ler raven tres-
ses, still unsilvered, rested in rich glossy
folds upoun her lofly brow ; her mouth was
simall—teeth superb.and her figure retained
all its youthful elasticity and grace. Left
a widowat an early age. Mrs. Ballan-
tyne lor several years, secluded bersell
entirely from the gay world, All her
thoughts—all her affections—contered in
her culy cLild, a lovely boy. Report had
said the juarried life of Mrs. Ballantyne
had been far from happy: but, if so, she
certainly evinced all the grief of the most
aflectionate wile, for, even, alter her son
was old enough to be placed at school, she
still pessisted in her seclusion, seeing none
but Ler most intimate friends, and only
relieving the monotony of ber existence
by daily Lubituating hersell 10 the exer-
cise of walking, in waich however, she as
constautly refused all parucipants. These
solitary walks, so regular, and in all wea-
thers; ut last gave rise to many ill-natured
and wnfelling remarks, teading in the end
to sully the pure fame of the young wid-
ow. Buteven while the world whispered
and woudered, Mrs. Ballantyne suddenly
gave a new unpetus lo their tongues and
conjectural orzans, by as sudeeunly renoun-
cing hgr [ormer manner of Jife. and cast-
ing aside ber mourning weeds, stepped
forth from her darksned chamber a radi-
ant, beantiful woman—gay enchanung—
spirifuelle !

Witli a 1aste as novel as it was exquis-
ite, she [urnished her splendid mansion ;
the eleginee of her equipage was the wp-
ic of the day; while balls, suppers, and
parties, followed each other in rapid sce-
cegsion.

X was now the dashing Mrs. Ballan-
fyne !

Her salgag was thronged  withr=+~=7§

L Lonip- SRS g et T

ized the fine arts, belriended the unfortu-
nate, and give liberally 1o every charita-
ble purpose.

The same mystery 1o be sure, sijll at-
tached itself 10 her private affairs; cer-
tain bours uf every day she wos invisible ;
but now the world deemed it only an ex-
centricity, and as such it passed, Nor
was she without admirers. Siatesmen
und heroes would gladly have laid their
laurels at her feet, and m~ny a youthfal
lover worshipp=d at her shirine; but ma-
ternul love shielded her hearnt from other
ties. Usder all the apparent frivolity of
her character, there was much, very much
that was truly excellent and poble, Her
son was pever forgotten—bhe was still the
idol of her fondest :hopes and affection.
With ialents of high order brought .into
development by judicious instruction, Eu-
gene Ballaniyoe, at the age of sevenleen,
had nearly completed his collegiate course
and had already evinced n strong desire
to enter the mipistry.  His health, how-
ever, havin: suffered from close apglica-
tion to study, it was deemed advisable for
him o ninke the tour to Europe ere ke
came 10 any definite determination.

Such then was the person who was to
receive the humble profege of the Rag-
gutherer. What a trasosition from the

luxuriapt abode of wealth and fashion;
where the very air seemed oppressed with
its own fragrance! Yet the mind of Vie-
let, appeared fitted for this refined sphere
—so strapgely bad old Nelly even in all
bier obscuiity and poveny cultivated this
lovely flswer. She was liké the sweet
lilly of the vale opening its delicate pelals
in the dark wild, yer when transplanted
10 the conservatory of raze and choy x-
otics, then only appearing 1o have found
ijs proper sphere !

It was the afternoon upon which Violet
had twakén a last farewell of her child-
hood’s home, with what sorrow kas beean
shown, thar Mrs. Basllaniyne, seated in
her private apartment, wailed the arrival
of her protege. 1t was the month of. i
and it would seem Flora hersell had show-
ered this litde retreat of the widow with
her most beautiful offerings. Vases of the
most tastelul designs were scattered around
filled with choice roses—wreaths of fresn
flowers were suspentied over the mirror,
and the transparent window curiains were
looped with the same. The flour was
covered with an.India matting, and in the
eentre of the room stoad a small Egyptian
table bearing an vro, also ol antique model,
imwhich the rarest exotics united their
fragrance with the less brilliant flowers of
our cline. Upon this 1able were choice
prints — rare medallions — eichings, and
the walls were also decorated with gems
from the first masters. Silken hangings
of a pale rose color drooped in graciul folds
over a sinall recesa, disclosing wilhin the
souch of the fair misiress a% tbis apari-
ment, arosnd which (ell curtains of snowy
maslin, looped here and there with the
same beautiful bands as confined those as

The dress of Mrs. Ballantype was a
pale green silk, orpamented with double
rosettes of pink salin.  The sleeves were
of the finest lace, falling just below.the

her arm, clasped at the wrist by a rich
bracelet of emeralds and rubies. Her
lossy black bair was -parted uwpon ber
orehead and in oue heavy mass
upon the top of her Bead, where it was
confined by a shell comb of exquisite
workmianship. In ber bend she heldw
miniature of Ler son, who bsd that morn-
ing returped to college.
eyes were fondly fixed, when a gentlerap
at the door aroused her from her plessing
employment.

Bewildered #t the beautiful scene before
her, so novel, so enchanting; confused,
abashed at the presence of the elegaut
womnn who now kindly greeted ber, Vio-
let stood trembling at the entrance, her
cheeks suffused with blushes rivalling ghe
Lints of the roses around lgr. ©ne band
rested on the polished moulding. the other |
WS partly rijjsed, asil 10 shield her eyes
from sa much splendor, and one lile foot
just poised upon the marble £ill, hesilating
to bear its lovely young mistress into a
spot so strangely beawtiful. Mrs. Ballan-
tyne advanced, and geantly taking her timid
girl by ber hand, led her into the apart-
ment, and seated her upon the tabouret at
her side, She then removed the little
gipsy hnt and the golden curls leaped
gladly forth from their unwonted thraldom,
and nestled again around their sweel rest-
ing place. .

At leogth Violet dared to raise hereyes;
she met the encouraging smile, and heard
the gentle voice of that lovely lady, and
her agitation suddenly calmed, her fears
subsided ; she even siniled in return, and
in a short time felt she no longer a stran-
ger. Thus affuble and kind were the
manners of Mrs. Ballentvne.

In simple language, and with arless
grace, Violet related her litle history.

It was an event fulone, nor liad she 1ales
of harshness to reveal, nor complaints of
suffering ; her path bad been a lowly one
but without thorns. The goodness of poor
old Nelly was her theme, and when told
she was no more to see her, nnd forbidden
henceforth even 1o speak 1o her, the tears
so lately repressed again burst forth until
even those of the listener mingled with
them. " Suddenly her eve rested npon the
tmininture of Eugene. She siarted, blushed,
and faltered forth :

'Tis himsell! Oh, madam, "tis the same
who tore me from the arms of that bad
man "

It was now Mrs. Ballantyne's turn to be
surprised.

* Are you sure ¥ Why this is the mi-
niature of my son, of Eugene ™"

" Yes,madam, I am sure. Ob, I never
can forget that face, pever ™

Mrs. Ballantyne certainly evinced more

.f'fe_lin_g.lhnn_.lhere was apy negessity far,
T Viclet, it may be 80 Bt vou

towards the British officer and surrendei
s et er and surrenders

Upon this her | sco

with an oath, drive it :
heart, transfixing him with iz own blade!
= - = e . @l

The single course of the hersic Led<
M' m‘ .'i!h‘ h-“ own ...-dl'. e,
justice of Hes

While he i =l 05 the floa
Wk ot <
burning town spread to the vessels of the'
river, and by the light of rools
and sails. Benedict Arnold looked his
last upon his childhood's home, .

Soon afterwords he sailed from ourshofes
aod came back no more, 5

From this time forth, wherevor he weint,
three whispered words followed him, ring-
ing through his ears and into his hesri—
Anxorp, Tux Trarron! = e

When lie stood beside the King, in t
House of Lords—the weak old man whis<

pered in familiar tones 1o his g‘orgeamlz

ven.

sttired General—g whisper crept th

the thronged Senate, (aces were lurned,
fingers extended, and as the whisper deep-
ed into & murmur, one vencm Lord
arcse and stated that he loved his sovers
eign. but could not speak to him while by
his side stood Arxorp, TuE Taaiton.

He went to the theatre, parading his
warrior form amidst the fairest fowers of
British nobility and beduty, but no sooner
wig his visage seen than the whole audi-
ence rose—the Lord in his cushioned sest;
the vagrant of London in the gallery—
they rose together, while from the pit to
the dome echoed the cry—*Anvocp, THE
TrarTor.”

Whep he issoed [rom his man-
sion, the liveried servant that ste his bread,
and earned it, oo, by menial offices, whis-
pered in contewpt to his fellow lackeys,
as he took his position behind Lir ipaster’s
carriege—ARSoLD, THE TraiTom.

One duy, in a shadowy room, a mother’
‘and two daugliers, nll attired in the weeds
of mourning, were grouped ina sad circle,
gazing upon m picture shrouded in crape:
A visttor anpougeced. The mother took
and the daughter read his name, *
said the mother, rising, with a flustied -

and tell this man that my

must never speak of it agnin. Shuuld
you meet my son, on no account belrny
your identity ‘with the Rag-gatherer’schild,
True she is an excellent old person, but it
is fitting now you should forget her: your
station in life for the fulure must preclude
all allusion to the past; you are now Miss
Darling, niy ward, my niece, or any other
title I may claim for you ™™

The next news in the fashionalle world,
was that the eccentric widow had adopted
a young girl, lovely as Juliet, artless as
Ophelia. but ere more than one tantalizing
glance had been obtained of her fair young
face, she was suddenly removed 10 a dis-
tance from the city and placed at school
for the next three years, during which
Mrs. Ballantyne_partially withdrew from
her gay career and devoting hersell more
to literary pursuits, awaiting with great
anxiety the return of her son from Europe.
Al Jength the {ond mather wasmade happy
she once more pressed her darling child
to her bosom. He returned to her io per-
fect health, and the beau-ideal of maaly
beauty. She wag not now 10 know for the
first time that his beart and disposition
were right,

Violet also returned, and met the same
kind welcome. '

(coscLUDED NEXT WEEK.)

THE THREE WORDS

Wkioh Pollowed Benedict Arnold to his
Grave.

BEY GEORGE LIFPPARD.

When we look for the trailor again, we
find hun stapndiog in the steeple of ithe
New London Charch, gazing with a calm
joy upon the waves of five that voll arousd
him, while the streets bepeath flow with
the blood of men, women and children.

It was in September, 1781, that Aroeld
descended like a Destroying Augel upon
the homes of Cunnecticut, Tonured bya
remorse that never for a moment took ils
vulture beak from bis bears; fired by & Lope
to please the kipg who had bought hiwm,
he went with men and horses, swords and
torches, 1o desolate the scenes of his child-
hood. :

Do you zee this beauiiful river flewing
so cally on beneath the light of the stars?
Flowing e=o silently on, wub the valleys,
the hills and orchards and tbe plains of
Connecticut, on either snore.

On ane sid> you behold the dumbering
town, with cutlives of St. Trumbull rising
above its roofs, on the other a dark and
massive pile, piched oo the spmmit of
rising hills, Fu. Griswo:d. b

All is very still and dark, but suddenly
two columns of Tight break into the starkit
sky. One, here, from Fu Trumbail, an-
other over the opposile shore, fram Fu
Griswold. This column marks the career
of Arpold and his men, that the progresd
of his brother ig murder.

While New Landop, baptized in blood
and Sames, rings with death groans—there

Grossly insulted io & public place
appealed to the company
and renowed men were there-
ing his flerce brow, he spit full
This antagonist wasa man of tried cot
age. He coolly wiped the ssliva {xo
his check: “You may spit dijont me, 52
I can never pollute my sword !
Axxorn toe Trarrom. _ ;

He left London. e engnged it comé
mence, Fis ships were on the T
his warchouses in Nova Scotia—his }
tations in the West Indies. Oge ni
his warehouses was burned 1o ashes.
entire population of St. Jobas—accusing
the owner of actiug the of incendiary
to his own buildihgs, inP::;.er to defrapd’
the E:u::hm mmp&nm-—-mm.‘ e bled inv
that British town; in sig is ine
dows, they hung an efiigy, ium‘ﬁ withe
these-worde— ArvorLp T Tratron b

When the Island-of Gaudaloupe was'
retaken by the French, he was among’
the prisoners. He was put on board a
French prizonship in the harbor. His
money, thousands of yellow guinens;ser
cumulated through tue course of fa—
was about his person. Alflraid of His own?
name, he culled himself John Anderson,
the rame ence assumed by John Andre.
He deemed bhimsell unknown, but the sea-
tinel approschiog bim whispering that he
was known and in great dang:rn' He a8
sisied him to escape, even aided Him to
enclose his treasore in an empty cask, bus
as the priscoer, gliding down the 5

the ship, pushed his raft towards the shome,
the sentinel looked afier him, and inbrokvn: =

Tt

fight of the musket we' Behotd

the card from the hands of the servant, .

while a danghter ook each haad,

T —aimes TR

£ ,eélv-‘.*-: o ;

i

-

Engli.ah snecered~—** Auxorp vue Tmite
e

TOR - -

There was a day when Tall '

rived ia Havre, hot foos from Pi $

was in the darkest hoar of the Frenchr

;chxlngon.. l;;_u.lruei by ibe blood-heunds
eign error, stripped ¢

wre:kofmprnymd_' er, Th

nge
bread by daily iabor.
“ Fs there am Americun

wouid fike a letter o some
fluence in the New Wﬂ"

are heatd the answeriug shouts of murdey | face

from the heighs of the Fort on the oppo-
site shore.

While Bemedict Arnold sands in the | of

steeple, the work of assassins,
yonder in FLEM. a brave young

beautiful contour of

;o

men, who finds all defence in vain, rushes

z



